DEATH   AND   TO-MORROW
down by half. One hundred and fifty grains of bread was all the
prisoner wot. There had been a mutiny when the broad ration was
cut down, and it took place during my six weeks1 absence. It was
typical of Chaves, hence worth recording. The word went from
cell to cell that as a sign of revolt against the dire starvation facing
them, after the afternoon walk they wouldn't return to their cells
but stay in a body in the courtyard, All and sundry were warned
not to flinch. Their only hope lay in unity. When the walk was
over and the warder shouted they should go in nobody moved* So
far so good; but the warder rang the alarm-bed I and other warders,
armed with sticks, came, out, and one of them shouted to the brave
men in the courtyard that anyone who didn't gel moving would be
put into the cachot for a month. They went luck to their cells like
lambs. But that wasn't enough lor their manly sou Is: they denounced
the ringleaders, who got a month of aiclwt each.
As well as in bread, there was a cut in lentils, beans and rice, In
their place came rutabaga and t^pinamhours. /li/M/uyu is a sort of
inferior mange 1-wur/el. Ft was tried on pigs without success before
the war. It had no nutritive value and was vile. Topiihinihaurs are
Jerusalem artichokes, and you couldn't fill your belly with them.
In lukewarm water a few of these horrors were our only food,'
About eight hundred men were literally starving, and their only
thought was food. Naturally, a dirty racket sprang up in which
certain members of the prison staff were involved.
To begin with, the chief warder forbade- food parcels to be sent in,
his contention was that tools for escape might thus be, smuggled in,
Anyway, it made starvation more complete1:. But the prisoners
employed in the bookkeeping department, ably led by the banker,
worked out a racket. They won* in touch with the outer world,
and as a result of their connections, they sold you a small rissole
for fifty francs and a supple little steak went for one hundred francs.
The prisoners trafficked, too. They sold their bread for cigarettes,
or cigarettes for bread. 1 myself, who am a heavy smoker, used to
sell half my mean ration of bread for a packet of cigarettes. The
bookkeepers' racket reached diz/y heights. Now and then there
was a vacancy on the prison staff, and the Austrian whom I pitied
paid a thousand francs for one of those vacancies. Two days later
he was back in his cell. The only part I took in the business was to
pay a hundred francs to get into a cell with a running latrine.
In that cell there was a queer assortment of people. Hrst the
legionnaire. He was an elderly man, but tough, very tough. He did
physical jerks every morning, though he was two months in prison.
He was good with lice and ate only half of his bread in the morning;